64       THE WELL OF SAINT CLARE
black a gallant. If you would know his mistresses, they be here. Here he comes to find them In their bed, where he is less like to be stung of fleas than of scorpions."
cc Fie ! Out upon the vile necromancer ! " -exclaimed Messer Giordano, crossing himself; asee what learning leads to ! Folk disown God, and go fornicating in Pagan graveyards.*'
Leaning against the Church wall, Messer Guido let the riders have their say. When he judged they had voided all the froth of their shallow brains over him :
cc Gentle cavaliers," he answered, smiling, <c you are at home. I am your host, and courtesy constrains me to receive your insults without reply."
So saying, he bounded over the tombs and walked quietly away. The horsemen looked at one another in amazement; then bursting out laughing, they gave spur to their steeds. As they were galloping along the Peretola Road, Messer Bocca said to Messer Betto :
" Who can doubt now but this Guido is gone mad ? He told us we were at home in the graveyard. And to say such a thing, he must needs have lost his wits."
" True it is," replied Messer Betto, " I cannot imagine what he meant to have us understand by talking in such a sort. But he is used to